The Tragedie 

But. Good faith,good faith : the faying did not hold 
In him that did obiedt the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft tWng when he was yong, 

So long a growing and fo leifurely, 

That ifthis wereatu!e,he(hould be gracious. 

Car. Why Madamc,(bnodoubthe is. 

But. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had bcene remembred 
I could haue giuen my V ncles Grace a flout, ( m j nt 

That ftiould haue necrer toucht his growth then he did 

But. How my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me heare it. 

Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fall, 

That he could gnaw a cruft attwo houres hold : 

Twas full two veers ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beenc a prettie iefl. 

But. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee fo? 

Tor. Grananijhis Nurle. 

But. Why,flie was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwerc not fbe,I cannot tell who told me. 

A perilous boy : go too : you are too flirewd. 

Car. Good Madamehenotangry with thechild. 

JQu. Pitchers haue earcs. Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Herecomesyourfonne,L rd Marques Dorief, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Bor. Such newes, my Lord, as grieues me to vnfoid. 

J£u. How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then ? 

Bor. Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray , are fcnt to Poinfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed them ? 

Bor. T he mightic Dukes, Glocefler and Buckingham. 

Car. For what offence ? 

Bor. Thefummeofall Ican,thauedifclofcd: 
Wny,orfor what theie Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowneto me, my gracious Lady. 

£>u Ay me, I fee the do wnefall of our houfe, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc : 

Infulting tyrannie begins to iet. 


of Richard the third. 

voon theianocentand Iawlcfle throanc : 
welcome deftruftion, death and maflacre. 
ifcejs in a Mappe the end of all. 

Accurfcd and vnquict wra nghng dates. 

How many ofyou haue mmeeyes beheld ? 

My husband loll his life to get the crowne, 

And often vpanddowne my fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lofle, 

And being featcd,and domefticke broyles 
Cleane ouerblown,themfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfclues, blood againft blood 
Selfc again ft felfe,0 prepoflerous 
Andfrantickeoutragc,end thy damned fplccnc, 

Or let me die to. looks on death no more. 

^ Come,como,my boy, we will to Samftuaric. 

But. lie go along with you. 

Qa. You haue no caufe. 

Car. My Gracious Ladie^go. 

And thither beareyour treafurcand your goods. 

For my parf,Ile relignc vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I keepe,and fo betide to me* 

As well I tender you, and all of yours : 

Come, lie conduit you to the fanituarie. Exeunt. 

Tbe T rumpeisfeund.Enter yong Prince ,the Dukes of 

Gioce(tcr,and Buckingham, Cardinally Crc. (bcr. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prrncc to London to your chatn- 
Cilo. Welcome deare Cofcn my thoughts foucraigne. 

The wcarie way hath made you melancholic.^. 

Prin. No Vncle.hut our. erodes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifome, and heauie ; 

I want more V ncles hese to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertueof your yeercs, , 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

Nor more can yon diftinguiih ofaman. 

Then of his outward Ihew, which God he knowes, 
Seldomeorneucriumpcth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want, were dangerous, 

Your Grace attended totheir fugred words. 

But looktjiQt oruhepoyfon of their hearts.: , 


God -.! 


